TUMBLE DOWNSTAIRS

OLD STANE stood, as he liked to do, the blue skirts
of his coat spread, before the fireplace.

Judith sat on the window-ledge, peeling
potatoes from a large ' kist' on her lap, looking
out of window at the gold smoke of the bracken
that rolled in a low cloud up and up above the
thin splintered blue of the Tarn* A late October
afternoon, quite still, without a cloud in the sky,
and the running everywhere of water, crystal
clear.

Within the room, too, everything was sharp and
clean; Judith, her lithe figure like a cut jewel, the
flames of the fire like painted laths, old Stane's
beard like the white of an egg, his blue coat'with-
out a spot, his long strong hands washed, you
would say, with pumice-stone. Cleanest of all his
long nose, always like the nose of a mask.

' Well, madam/ he said, ' I swore that my
son should become a great man. I had myself
sold fish with my feet bare on the Whitehaven
cobbles, and the Lord thought it well for me to
do so. My wife, ma'am, died in childbirth. She
was a good woman, although with impulses not
entirely Christian. When the Lord took her I
accepted my rebuke that I could not have made
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